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VIRGIL'S  FIRST  ECLOGUE. 


Though  ignorant,  it  was  but  natural, 


MELIBCEUS. 


0 Tityrus,  reclining  ’neath  the  shade 
The  spreading  beech  has  covered  o’er  the 
grass, 

Upon  your  slender  pipe  the  rural  Muse 
You  practise.  We  our  native  confines  leave, 
Our  fragrant  fields,  our  country  flee.  But  you 
In  tranquil  ease  beneath  the  grateful  shade 
Do  teach  the  sylvan  groves  to  sound  the 
praise 

Of  graceful  Amaryllis,  fair  of  form. 

TITYKUS. 

0 Meliboeus,  ’tis  a god  indeed, 

Affords  this  leisure,  for  he  aye  to  me 

A god  will  be.  And  many  a tender  lamb 
Shall  stain  his  altar,  in  my  sheepfold  reared. 
He  doth  permit  my  flocks  to  graze  at  will 
And  me  myself  to  play  whate’er  I please 
Upon  my  rustic  reed. 

MELIBCEUS. 

I envy  not. 

1 rather  marvel,  for  throughout  the  fields 
Confusion  reigns.  Lo  ! I myself  do  drive, 

So  sick  at  heart,  my  she-goats  farther  on. 
And  this  one,  Tityrus,  I scarce  can  lead. 
Here,  amid  the  hazels  she  brought  forth 
Her  offspring,  twin  kids,  fairest  of  the  flock, 
But  left  them  helpless  on  the  barren  flint. 

I might  indeed,  had  not  my  mind  been  dull, 
Have  known  this  evil  was  to  come  to  me  ; 
For  1 remember  oft  the  riven  oak, 

Torn  by  the  thunder-bolt  predicted  it, 

And  from  her  perch  upon  the  hollow  holm 
The  evil  crow.  But,  be  that  as  it  will, 

()  tell  me  who  that  god  of  yours  may  be. 

TITYRUS. 

0 Melibceus,  I had  often  thought 
The  city  they  call  Rome  Avas  like  to  ours 
Whereto  Ave  shepherds  oft  have  driven  doAvn 
The  tender  younglings  of  our  flocks  for  sale. 


For  thus  I kneAv  young  puppies  like  to  dogs. 
And  like  their  mothers,  kids ; and  so  did  I 
Compare  the  greater  to  the  lesser  thing. 

But  this  proud  city  bears  her  head  as  far 
Above  her  lowly  neighbors,  as,  indeed, 

Yon  towering  cypress  o’er  the  wayside  shrubs. 

MELIBCEUS. 

And  Avhat  so  great  a cause  took  you  to  Borne? 

TITYRUS. 

My  liberty,  which,  though  a lazy  man, 
Respected  me, — yet  tardy,  for  my  beard 
Fell  white  beneath  the  shears.  It  came  long 
since 

Fair  Amaryllis  claimed  my  ardorous  love, 
And  Galatea  had  deserted  me. 

But,  I confess,  in  Galatea’s  hands 
No  hope  of  liberty  there  Avas,  nor  care 
Of  my  scant  flock.  It  mattered  not  how  oft 
The  sheep  were  from  my  folds  for  victims 
sold, 

Or  cheeses  for  the  grudging  city  pressed  ; 

For  never  to  my  pocket  did  my  hand 
Return  with  money  laden. 

MELIBCEUS. 

Now  I see. 

I used  to  wonder  why,  Avith  visage  sad, 
Would  Amaryllis  call  upon  the  gods, 

And  for  them,  on  her  trees  her  apples  leave. 
Afar  was  Tityrus.  The  very  pines, 

The  liquid  fountains,  and  the  orchard  trees 
Were  calling  him. 

TITYRUS. 

Alas  ! what  could  I do? 

I could  not  flee  from  bondage, — could  not 
find 

Propitious  gods  in  any  other  place. 

And,  Meliboeus,  there  I saw  that  youth 
To  whom,  tivelve  times  throughout  the  year 
do  smoke 

My  grateful  altars  ; for  lie  first  to  me, 
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A helpless  seeker,  tendered  a reply. 

So.  swains,  your  cattle  now  lead  forth  to 
graze, 

And  rear  your  bullocks  as  you  did  of  yore  ! 

MELIRCEUS. 

O fortunate  old  man  ! your  little  farm 
Will  still  be  yours, — and  yet  full  large  for 
you, 

Although  the  barren  ledge  and  swampy 
marsh, 

With  muddy  bulrush  steal  your  pasture  land. 
No  unaccustomed  food  will  harm  your  sheep, 
Nor  foul  contagion  from  a neighboring  flock. 
Here,  ’mid  familiar  streams  and  hallowed 
founts, 

Will  you  enjoy  the  cool  of  leafy  shade ; 

Or,  stretched  as  is  thy  custom,  ’neath  the 
hedge, 

Which  separates  thy  neighbor’s  fields  from 
thine, 

Whose  willow  flowers  the  bees  of  Hybla’s 
mount 

Do  seek  to  thieve  their  honey,  there  be  lulled 
To  slumber  by  their  drowsy  murmuring. 

Or,  still  again,  in  some  green  grotto  lie, 
While  gathering  leaves,  beneath  some  lofty 
ledge 

And  carol  to  the  breezes  of  the  air, 

While  sound  wood-pigeons  hoarse,  thy  sylvan 
pets, 

And  from  the  airy  elm  the  turtle  dove. 

TITYRUS. 

Before  my  benefactor’s  image  slip 
My  grateful  heart,  the  nimble-footed  stag 
Shall  course  the  waves  of  ocean,  or  those 
floods 

Toss  up  the  fishes  naked  on  the  shore; 

Sooner  the  Parthian  exile  from  the  east 
Shall  drink  the  Arar’s  waters,  or  the  Goth, 
Shall  lave  his  burning  lips  in  Tigris’  stream. 

MELIBCEUS. 

But  we,  alas ! must  wander  hence  abroad, 
And  some  must  seek  the  thirsty  Africans, 
Some  Scythia’s  desert  wilds,  Oaxe’s  flow, 

The  torrent  hurrying  down  the  isle  of  Crete, 
Or,  far  away,  the  Britons  from  the  world 
Cut  off  by  ocean’s  billowing  surge.  Alas  ! 
Shall  I again  my  little  kingdom  see, 


My  humble  cottage,  thatched  with  grassy 
sod, 

When  many  years  have  passed?  And  will, 
alas  ! 

Some  rude  barbarian  soldier  in  my  place 
Hold  these  my  crops,  my  cultivated  fields? 
Ah  woe  ! to  what  a miserable  length 
Has  civil  discord  brought  our  citizens, 

When ’t  is  for  such  our  meadows  we  have 
tilled? 

Then,  luckless  Meliboeus,  graft  your  pears, 
Adjust  your  vines,  and  you,  my  slie-goats,  go — 
0 once  a happy  flock.  No  more  shall  I, 

In  verdant  cave  reclining  at  my  ease, 

Behold  you  clinging  on  the  distant  verge 
Of  some  projecting  crag  o’ergrown  with 
briers, 

I’ll  sing  you  no  more  songs ; and  you  will 
graze 

No  more,  while  I do  tend  you,  on  the  bloom 
Of  clover  sweet,  or  bitter  willow  crop. 

TITYRUS. 

But  still  you  can  this  night,  at  least,  with  me, 
Upon  my  couch  of  leaves  repose,  and  I 
Have  mellow  fruit  and  ripened  nuts  and 
cheese. 

For  now  afar  the  cottage  roofs  do  smoke 
And  from  the  mountains  longer  shadows  fall. 


JUDITH  HUDSON. 

HENRY  LATIMER  SEAVER. 

Chapter  iv. 

Upon  this,  many  who  had  not  recognized 
Tom  as  an  old  townsman  took  up  the  sug- 
gestion. Tom  was  crowded  on  all  sides  by 
old  friends  and  acquaintances,  a vote  was  im- 
mediately taken,  and  Tom  was  in  command  of 
a band  of  forty  troopers,  old  and  young.  The 
women,  mounting  in  pairs  on  the  remaining 
horses,  were  sent  with  a small  guard  to  a 
neighboring  town  where  another  party  of  fugi- 
tives was  collecting.  They  were  told  to  in- 
form the  men  of  that  town  of  the  new  cavalry 
company,  and  beg  them  to  join. 

When  this  cavalcade  had  fairly  started,  Tom 
set  about  organizing  his  force.  It  was  indeed 
a motley  company;  but,  by  judicious  choice, 
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Tom  got  a tolerably  well  instructed  corps  of 
officers.  More  than  once  the  idea  came  over 
him  that  he  was  too  young  for  the  charge  ; but 
youth  is  self-confident. 

We  should  not  be  quite  truthful  if  we  did 
not  mention  that  Tom  thought  for  a moment 
of  the  possibility  of  capturing  Lieutenant 
Jones,  but  it  was  only  for  a moment.  He 
stayed  in  the  hall  long  after  midnight,  plan, 
ing  and  thinking,  while  the  candles  burned 
lower  and  lower  and  the  men  one  by  one, 
sought  some  place  for  rest.  “Be  ready  to 
move  at  sun-up,”  was  Tom’s  good-night  to 
each.  Only  a few  lingered  in  the  hall,  and  at 
last  Tom  was  alone,  but  wholly  unable  to 
sleep.  At  the  moment  when  he  was  thinking 
of  David  Jones  a light  step  caused  him  to  look 
up,  and  he  beheld  his  sister  so  beautiful  in  the 
dim  candle  light  that  she  looked  strange. 

He  supposed  that  she  had  gone  away  with 
the  other  women,  and  asked  her  in  his  abrupt 
way  why  she  was  there.  Tom’s  new  elevation 
to  command  and  his  recent  anger  seemed  to 
have  put  Judith  at  a distance  from  her  brother, 
and  she  hesitated  to  speak.  But  her  eyes 
looked  so  longingly  for  forgiveness  that  she  had 
no  need  to  ask  Tom  openly.  With  a flood  of 
tears  she  laid  her  head  on  Tom’s  shoulder  and 
murmured,  “O  Tom, — it  was  David.  Re- 
member it  was  David.  I could  not  help  it.” 

Tom  caressed  her  fondly,  but  was  greatly 
perplexed  what  course  to  pursue.  He  could 
not  spare  a man.  The  enemy’s  army  was  not 
very  far  away.  In  the  morning  they  would 
sally  forth  for  an  attack.  So  he  bade  his  sister 
mount  a horse  and  hasten  after  the  other 
women  with  all  possible  speed.  Judith  was 
not  frightened,  and  the  horse  was  fresh. 
“Go  to  Uncle  Hudson’s  in  Albany,”  said 
Tom.  And  Judith  rejoicing  in  having  obtained 
Tom’s  forgiveness,  set  out  on  the  dark  road 
fearless  of  danger.  She  had  ridden  at  a mad 
rate  more  than  half  the  way  and  was  sure  the 
others  could  not  be  far  ahead  when  a man 
sprang  suddenly  from  the  bushes  at  the  road- 
side, grabbed  the  bridle  and  brought  her  horse 
to  a dead  stop,  at  the  same  time  pointing  a 
pistol  at  her  head. 

In  spite  of  her  surprise  and  alarm  at  this 
sudden  interruption,  Judith  had  presence  of 


mind  to  ask  coolly,  “ What  seek  you,  sir,  with 
a defenceless  girl?”  She  had  never  seen  the 
man  before,  but  she  was  happy  to  observe 
that  he  wore  the  tattered  clothes  of  a farmer 
and  not  the  dreaded  scarlet  uniform. 

“Are  you  a bloody  lobster-back?”  asked 
the  man  curtly. 

“Thank  God  I am  in  friendly  hands,”  ex- 
claimed Judith,  perceiving  from  the  man’s 
speech  that  he  was  an  American.  “I  am 
Judith  Hudson.  My  brother,  Tom,  is  in  com- 
mand of  the  scattered  farmers  of  this  county, 
trying  to  make  an  orderly  retreat  before  the 
British.  He  is  encamped  on  the  green  at 
Vandert’s  mill.  As  you  love  your  country, 
join  him  and  defend  your  homes!” 

At  this  frank  disclosure  the  man  grinned, 
and  Judith  began  to  suspect  she  had  made  a 
mistake.  She  made  a movement  as  if  to  break 
away,  and  might  have  done  so  had  not  a 
sudden  apparition  frozen  her  blood  and  fixed 
her  to  the  spot.  From  a cluster  of  bushes 
scarce  a foot  from  her  horse’s  nose  a dark 
form  arose,  so  silently,  so  unexpectedly,  that  it 
seemed  to  have  arisen  from  the  bowels  of  the 
earth.  What  was  Judith’s  horror  to  see  that  it 
was  a tall  Indian  in  hideous  war-paint.  He 
was  naked  to  the  waist.  He  wore  a pair  of 
short  breeches  which  were  belted  in  by  a 
leathern  band,  at  which  hung  a knife,  a toma- 
hawk, and  several  dark,  blood-stained  scalps. 
Poor  Judith  was  too  frightened  even  to  speak; 
but  the  Indian  addressed  her  captor  coolly,  in  a 
tongue  which  she  was  unable  to  understand. 
The  red  man’s  villainous  looks,  and  the  gleam- 
ing of  his  snake-like  eyes,  threatened  violence. 

“No,  chief,”  returned  the  white  man,  “won’t 
do.” 

Then,  without  a word,  he  made  Judith  dis- 
mount, and  the  Indian,  leading  the  animal 
aside  deeper  in  the  woods,  by  a quick  motion 
buried  his  long  knife  in  the  creature’s  chest. 
So  deft  was  the  stroke  that  the  horse  uttered 
no  sound,  but  fell  to  the  earth  dead. 

Judith’s  horror  was  so  increased  by  this 
dark  deed  that  she  hardly  understood  what 
was  meant,  when  the  Indian’s  companion  said 
in  a low  tone,  “Now,  chief,  run  as  fast  as  ever 
you  can  to  Lieut.  Jones.  Give  him  this,” — 
and  he  put  something  in  the  Indian’s  bloody 
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hand  — “and  tell  him  there’s  a nest  of  rebels 
at  Vandert’s  mill.  Vandert’s  mill,  remember. 
If  you  are  quick,  he’ll  catch  ’em  all  oefore  to- 
morrow morning.  You  know  your  reward.” 
Here  he  drew  his  finger  across  his  forehead  in 
a way  that  made  the  son  of  the  forest  clutch 
his  knife  and  grunt. 

The  white  man  had  hardly  ceased  speaking 
when  the  Indian  disappeared,  and  no  sound  of 
any  kind  gave  a clew  in  which  direction  he 
had  departed.  The  stillness  of  midnight  lay 
over  the  slumbering  forest,  and  Judith’s  heart 
stood  as  still.  Soon,  however,  her  active  mind 
began  to  work.  Something  must  be  done. 
Her  captor  was  very  plainly  a British  spy. 
His  red  companion  had  gone  to  arouse  Lieut. 
Jones  and  his  men  to  capture  the  little  band  of 
patriots  she  had  just  left  at  Vandert’s  mill. 
The  horrible  force  of  this  fact  did  not  strike 
her  for  a minute.  David  Jones,  David,  whom 
she  had  that  morning  saved  from  capture,  was 
going  to  take  Tom  and  his  company.  And 
the  Indians  were  to  fight  with  them.  Too 
well  did  she  know  the  horrors  of  Indian  war- 
fare. Who  fought  them  either  escaped  or  were 
scalped.  Her  brother’s  chances  were  those  of 
flight  or  death.  And  how  small  the  chances 
of  escape,  in  a surprise,  through  woods  full  of 
Indians,  as  she  felt  sure  they  must  be.  That 
day  she  had  risked  her  safety  to  save  her 
lover  from  captivity.  How  much  more  should 
she  risk  her  life  to  save  her  brother  from 
death ! 

This  horrible  train  of  thought  flitted  through 
her  mind  in  a moment,  and  she  reeled  and 
almost  fainted.  Her  captor  thought  she  medi- 
tated escape,  for  he  laid  violent  hold  on  her 
arm  and  whispered  hoarsely,  “None  of  that! 
The  woods  are  full  of  Burgoyne’s  Injins,  and 
you’d  rather  reach  Davy  Jones’s  camp  than  be 
murdered  in  the  woods.  By  daylight  we  shall 
be  in  his  quarters  at  Fort  Edward.  The  Injins 
won’t  tech  you  so  long  as  you  stay  with  me,  for 
I’ve  got  the  sign  in  my  cap  that  lets  ’em  know 
who  I am.  Come  on,  and  follow  close  after 
me  if  you  vally  life.” 

Judith’s  symptoms  of  weakness  put  the  spy 
quite  off  his  guard,  and  ere  they  had  gone  five 
steps  she  had  made  up  her  mind  what  to  do. 
As  they  were  crossing  a tiny  brook,  picking 


their  way  over  the  stones  embedded  in  the 
mud,  she  asked  to  drink.  As  she  bent  over 
and  bathed  her  burning  lips  in  the  stream,  she 
hid  in  her  dress  a large  stick  which  she  took 
from  the  brooklet’s  bed.  It  was  completely 
water-soaked  and  very  heavy,  but  she  carefully 
concealed  it  from  her  companion’s  sight.  None 
the  less  did  the  sharp  eyes  of  that  trained 
woodsman  notice  how  the  mud  in  the  stream 
had  been  disturbed  by  the  removal  of  the 
stick. 

“If  you  can’t  drink  without  stirring  up  so 
much  mud,  you  wouldn’t  make  much  of  a 
scout,”  said  he,  looking  at  her  suspiciously. 

Judith  replied  not  a word,  but  meekly  fol- 
lowed after  her  leader.  As  they  were  passing 
through  a little  hollow  where  the  ground  was 
covered  with  leaves  from  the  thick  canopy 
overhead,  and  where  the  ferns  were  growing 
in  rank  profusion  in  the  shade,  summoning  all 
her  strength  — which  was  not  puny  — Judith 
swung  her  bludgeon  high  above  her  and 
brought  it  down  on  the  spy’s  head.  He  sank 
to  the  earth  as  if  shot,  without  a sound  or  cry. 
Judith’s  heart  almost  ceased  to  beat  as  she 
knelt  by  the  fallen  woodsman’s  side,  turned  his 
face  upward  to  the  dim  light,  and  saw  by  his 
glassy  eye  that  he  was  dead.  She  had  witnessed 
so  many  other  terrible  scenes  during  the  day 
that  this  did  not  alarm  her  as  much  as  it 
would  have  under  ordinary  circumstances. 
She  sat  perfectly  still  on  the  damp  ground  for 
a moment,  but,  hearing  no  sounds  of  human 
beings  near  by,  she  went  to  work.  Her  hands 
were  like  ice  and  trembled  so  that  she  could 
hardly  hold  on  to  anything.  It  seemed  as  if 
something  were  choking  her. 

Almost  unconsciously  she  took  off  her  vic- 
tim’s coat  and  trousers.  She  then  quickly 
exchanged  her  own  apparel  for  these  garments, 
and,  throwing  her  own  clothes  over  the  dead 
body,  put  on  the  crushed  hat,  in  which  she 
could  see  a large  eagle’s  feather,  and  bound 
the  pistol  belt  about  her  slender  waist.  She 
blushed  at  beholding  herself  in  man’s  attire; 
but,  imitating  as  near  as  possible  the  spy’s 
loping  gait,  turned  about  and  made  all  haste 
to  reach  Tom  in  time  to  warn  him. 

She  had  not  proceeded  far  when  a motion 
in  a cluster  of  young  ash  trees  near  by  brought 
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her  to  a halt.  Still  the  brave  girl  lost  no 
presence  of  mind,  but,  cocking  her  pistol, 
awaited  the  outcome.  Another  Indian  crept 
from  the  bushes.  He  had  evidently  seen  the 
feather  in  her  hat  and  taken  her  for  the  spy, 
for  he  asked  her  a question  in  his  unknown 
tongue. 

Poor  Judith!  She  could  neither  speak  nor 
understand  his  strange  language ; but,  cautious- 
ly pointing  behind  her,  placing  her  hand  to 
her  ear,  and  then  laying  one  finger  on  her 
lips,  she  tried  to  signify  to  the  red  man  that 
there  were  foes  behind  who  might  hear,  should 
she  speak.  The  Indian  still  took  her  for  the 
spy,  and  might  have  allowed  her  to  pass  un- 
molested, had  not  his  sharp  eye  suddenly 
alighted  on  her  long  braids  of  hair.  In  an 
instant  the  truth  flashed  across  his  mind. 
Judith  felt  a terrific  blow  upon  her  head,  as 
with  the  flat  side  of  a tomahawk.  The  blow 
stunned  her,  she  was  aware  of  a stinging  circle 
of  pain  across  her  forehead,  and  lost  con- 
sciousness. 

(to  be  continued.) 


ATHLETICS. 

“ Mens  sana  in  corpore  sano." 

Next  month  a meeting  will  be  called  to 
elect  a captain  for  the  track  athletic  team. 
All  who  competed  either  at  the  indoor  or  out- 
door meets  will  vote.  Training  will  begin 
then. 

The  football  season  has  closed  with  fairly 
satisfactory  results  for  us.  Only  once  before, 
in  ’88,  has  the  team  finished  as  high  in  the 
race  as  it  has  this  year.  Our  failure  for  the 
championship  may  be  laid  to  two  causes ; the 
lack  of  systematic  coaching  throughout  the 
year,  and  the  unexpected  failure  to  return 
this  year  on  the  part  of  one  or  two  players. 
Had  we  not  felt  the  effects  of  either  of  these 
causes,  we  would  be  the  League  champions. 

The  team  has  done  wonderfully  well,  and 
has  lost  but  one  game  on  merits.  Only  two 
players  leave  this  year,  and  with  this  season’s 
errors  corrected,  the  championship  of  189G 
seems  before  us. 


Maguire  was  re-elected  captain  with  but 
one  dissenting  vote  — his  own.  Maguire’s 
playing  did  not  fall  off  under  the  cares  of 
captaincy,  he  had  control  of  his  men,  was 
popular,  and  his  coaching  was  all  that  a 
player’s  could  be.  There  could  have  been  no 
better  choice. 

E.  H.  S.  took  a trip  down  to  Maine  on  the 
Saturday  after  Thanksgiving,  and  beat  Port- 
land High  School  26  to  0.  Their  supper,  in 
honor  of  their  victory,  was  held  on  Dec.  11th. 

WHAT’S  IN  A NAME? 

A very  curious  thing  I have  noticed  is  the 
way  reporters  misspell  the  names  of  the  dif- 
ferent players  on  our  team.  Thus  misspelling, 
aided  by  a few  choice  typographical  errors, 
has  caused  most  of  the  boys  to  appear  under 
Aliases,  Nom  De  Plumes,  stage  names,  and 
pseudonyms.  The  MacLachlans  have  had 
their  names  adulterated  enough  times  to  fill 
several  pages  in  their  biography.  Here  are  a 
few  choice  ones  : McLack,  McLock,  McClash- 
lan,  MacLachlan,  McLachlen,  McLaughlan, 
McLaughlon,  McLaughlin,  McLocklin,  Mc- 
Loughlin,  McLacklan,  McLacklin,  and  Mc- 
Laughlen. 

Teevens  has  been  metaphysized  to,  Evans, 
T.  E.  Evans,  Leevens,  Jeevans,  Travers, 
Geevans,  and  Tevens. 

Edmunds  has  appeared  to  the  public  as 
Edmands,  Edmonds,  Edwards  and  Edwerds. 

“ Billee  ” Nagle  has  been  called  such  hard 
names  as,  Wagle  and  Neagle. 

Lowe’s  name  has  been  syncopated  and 
altered  to  Low  and  Lowa. 

Dean’s  name  has  been  twisted  to  Bean  and 
Deane. 

Daly  has  become  with  several  enlargements. 
Daley  and  Dailey,  and  one  bright  morning 
we  found  in  the  paper  that  a Wagner  had 
been  playing,  this,  with  McGuire  is  the  best 
they  could  do  for  our  captain. 

Brayton,  Rankin  and  Murphy  probably 
have  friends  on  the  reportorial  staff  for  their 
names  have  always  been  spelt  correctly. 

Among  our  substitutes  are  found  Kissin- 
kuth,  Wallett,  Skillings,  Stillins,  Shaema- 
kofski  and  Kesselbuth.  k.  it.  ’97. 
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The  school  year  seems  to  separate  itself 
naturally  into  three  parts,  of  which  the  hrst 
has  just  passed.  September,  with  its  not 
uninteresting  first  days,  ushers  in  the  first 
part  of  this  triple  year.  It  takes  us  a week 
or  so  to  get  accustomed  to  our  room,  teacher, 
desk  and  neighbors.  It  seems  as  if  we 
needed  some  seven  days  to  bring  us  back  to 
the  fact  that  we  used  to  study  hard  and  that 
it  is  time  to  study  hard  again.  Then,  too,  we 
must  familiarize  ourselves  with  the  program 
of  every  day’s  work,  and  we  have  to  try 
various  arrangements  of  books  in  our  desks, 
for  there  are  always  too  many  books  to  go  in 
nicely.  Perhaps  the  day  will  arrive  when 
some  genius  will  discover  the  art  of  making 
a small,  compact  volume  of  a foreign  diction- 
ary, and,  perhaps,  even  to  shrink  the  omniv- 
erous  atlas.  Acquainted  with  desk  and  duty, 
October  and  November  find  us  at  real  work, 
and  December’s  close  has  permanently  located 
most  of  us  in  the  class  and  room  we  shall 
keep  in  for  the  rest  of  the  year.  To  be  sure, 
seats  are  occasionally  moved  for  incomprehen- 
sible reasons;  but  we  must  indulge  the 
teachers’  idiosyncracies. 

The  middle  term  of  our  course  always 
seems  the  longest,  and  is  truly  the  most  im- 
portant of  all  the  year.  From  January  to 
April  we  have  a clear  track,  free  from  holi- 
days and  other  interruptions.  This  is  truly 
the  period  of  work,  hard,  solid,  telling  work. 
This  is  the  period  for  which  this  delightful 
week’s  rest  will  prepare  us. 

How  far  it  seems  from  that  April  vacation! 
We  enjoy  the  April  vacation  more  than  any 


other,  because  we  are  so  tired  when  we  come 
to  it.  But  after  it  the  most  broken  term 
comes.  There  is  only  April,  with  one  quarter 
gone,  of  real  work.  In  May  the  interruptions 
crowd  thick  and  fast, — the  parade,  the  prize 
drill  and  the  prize  declamation,  holidays,  and 
so  on.  Yet  there  are  four  approbation  cards 
to  be  given  in  May,  and  the  regular  report  to 
go  home,  with  its  full  allowance  of  credits. 
In  fact,  there  is  only  one  month  which 
doesn’t  count  in  our  school  year, — that  is 
June.  But  June  counts  on  the  next  year,  as 
some  have  learned  to  their  pain.  Really, 
though,  the  teachers  hardly  expect  December 
work  under  June  heat.  If  we  could  only 
keep  our  windows  shut  in  June,  the  breeze 
and  the  smell  of  flowers  wouldn’t  tease  us  so; 
but  those  who  have  worked  until  J une  will 
probably  work  through  June. 

To  get  to  June  we  must  pass  January,  that 
month  of  opportunities  before  us.  And  to 
rest  you  and  fit  you  for  to-morrow,  which  is 
also  “an  opportunity  for  the  enjoyment  of 
work,”  the  Register  wishes  you  the  most 
merry  of  Christmases ! 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  GOETHE. 

Translated  by  J.  P.  O.,  ’98. 

To-day  is  the  opportunity  for  the  enjoyment 
of  work. 

So  long  as  man  strives  he  is  liable  to  error. 

Time  is  itself  an  element. 

The  passions  are  defects  or  virtues,  only  in- 
creased. 

After  all,  for  what  should  a man  strive?  To 
know  the  world  and  not  to  condemn. 

SCHOOL  NOTES. 

• “A  chieVs  amang  ye  tailin'  notes, 

And,  faith,  he'll  prent  it." 

Mitten  weather  is  with  us  at  last. 

Some  changes  have  been  made  in  the  list 
of  Register  reporters.  Burnham  is  reporter 
in  Room  17,  Webster  in  Room  16,  and  Oppen- 
heim  in  Room  14. 
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So  we  must  work  up  to  the  very  eve  of 
Christmas!  Well, 

“ What  can’t  be  cured 
Must  be  endured,” 

but  wait  till  we  get  on  the  school  committee  \ 

The  committee  on  Class  Exercises  for 
Washington’s  Birthday  has  been  elected  in 
the  first  class:  Seaver,  McGawley,  Rankin, 
Morse  and  Ham.  Of  this  committee  Ham  is 
chairman ; of  the  photograph  committee,  Ed- 
munds; of  the  pin  committee,  Sawyer;  and 
of  the  dance  committee,  Miller. 

The  gymnasium  is  open  to  all  the  members 
of  the  school  every  morning  save  Monday, 
from  half-past  eight  till  seven  minutes  of  nine. 

We  got  our  protest  against  the  Cambridge 
High  and  Latin  game.  Visions  of  the  cham- 
pionship floated  before  the  eyes  of  the  san 
guine,  but  E.  H.  S.  dashed  our  hopes.  We' 
gave  ’em  a tussle,  though! 

Whenever  boys  who  have  subscribed  to  the 
Register  are  transferred  from  one  room  to 
another  they  will  confer  a great  favor  if  they 
will  notify  the  reporter  in  the  room  to  which 
they  go  from  what  room  they  came.  This 
will  save  considerable  delay  and  confusion. 

Our  catalogues  are  out  and  once  more  the 
Latin  School  appears  in  semi-religious  splen- 
dor in  the  frontispiece, — for  that  strange 
structure  is  a church,  isn’t  it?  Both  Warren 
Avenue  and  Dartmouth  Street  must  have 
been  wider  than  now  when  that  photograph(l) 
was  taken.  The  costumes  of  the  animated 
beings  in  the  foreground  seem  antique  and 
strange,  yet  there  is  one  group  (if  two  make 
a group)  in  the  foreground  on  the  right  which 
does  look  modern  and  natural,  after  all. 

Prize  compositions  must  be  handed  to  Dr. 
Merrill  before  May  1st.  Christmas  week  is  a 
good  time  to  try  your  hands  at  poetry  or 
“Boston  Birds.”  May  will  be  here  before 
you  know  it. 

Fond  mamma  — I am,  sure  my  boy  will  get 
a medal  at  school,  for  he  is  exceedingly  med- 
dlesome ! ” 

Good-bye,  football,  and  now  to  work ! 


“Remember,  you  will  be  held  strictly  re- 
sponsible!” 

Has  every  one  a catalogue  ? In  future 
years  you  will  look  them  over  with  interest. 

The  out-of-course  class  and  the  fourth 
number  the  most  pupils, — 119  each.  A total 
of  648  against  605  last  year. 

The  battalion  now  begins  to  assume  a uni- 
form appearance. 

The  officers’  room  is  not  the  scene  of  such 
revelry  as  it  was  last  year.  Why? 

Holy  Cross  College  has  a finely  equipped 
gymnasium,  one  of  the  largest  in  the  State. 
Also  an  immense  swimming-tank.  Why  is  it 
Ave  have  so  little  use  of  our  “gym”? 

A certain  one  of  our  teachers,  at  the  E.  H.  S. 
game,  was  talking  with  a graduate  about  old 
times,  when  a youngster  near  by  made  some 
disturbance  which  attracted  the  attention  of 
the  teacher.  “Why  don’t  you  mark  him, 
Mr.  X.?”  said  the  graduate, — and  a hearty 
laugh  ensued. 

The  manager  of  the  football  team  feels  a 
load  taken  from  his  shoulders,  noAv  the  season 
is  over.  However,  he  still  has  the  business 
part  of  the  Register  to  look  after. 

By  the  way,  who  will  manage  the  baseball 
next  spring? 

Teacher  (to  student  of  Theocritus)  — Who 
was  the  father  of  pastoral  poetry  ? 

Pupil  (confidently)  — Pan. 

Teacher  — Well,  yes,  the  god-father. 

Stand  up  straight,  boys.  Matters  have 
come  to  such  a pass  that  you  can  almost 
always  tell  a Latin  School  boy  on  the  street 
by  his  stoop.  We  may  have  to  resort  to  a 
device  once  practised  in  a private  school 
where  round  shoulders  began  to  appear.  All 
the  rooms  were  furnished  Avith  long  mirrors 
in  place  of  the  front  blackboard,  and  when- 
ever  a boy  chanced  to  look  up  and  see  how 
crooked  he  Avas  it  reminded  him  to  straighten 
up.  It  is  also  said  that  this  plan  did  not 
succeed  as  Avell  Avhen  the  school  ceased  to  be 
solely  for  one  sex. 
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A good  story  (and  said  to  be  a true  one)  is 
told  of  a certain  shoemaker,  whose  sign  read, 
“A.  Good. — Shoemaker.”  In  spite  of  punctu- 
ation the  public  always  read  Mr.  Good’s  sign 
“ A good  shoemaker.”  ( )ne  of  his  friends 
one  day  counselled  the  gentleman  to  have  bis 
whole  name  substituted  for  the  initial,  but 
Mr.  Good  wisely  declined,  for,  it  happened, 
bis  first  nalne  was  Adam. 

'I’he  football  team  had  their  picture  taken 
on  Dec.  3,  and  the  photographs  are  now  com- 
pleted and  ready  for  sale.  Soon  we  shall  see 
on  the  corridor  wall,  alongside  of  previous 
elevens,  the  stalwart  supporters  of  the  purple 
and  white  for  the  season  of  ’95. 

The  class  pins  of  ’96  will  be  ready  on  Mon- 
day, Dec.  16.  By  the  time  this  paper  is 
issued,  the  pins  will  be  adorning  the  breasts 
of  36(?)  seniors. 

Every  sort  of  vehicle  is  being  made  now-a- 
days  on  easy  running  bearings, — yes,  even  the 
baby-carriages  are  bawl-bearing. 

In  looking  over  the  exchanges  it  is  a 
striking  fact  that  almost  every  paper  has  a 
staff  numbering  anywhere  from  seven  to 
twenty.  Besides  ourselves,  only  one  paper 
has  less  than  half  a dozen, — E.  H.  S.  Record 
— which  has  but  two.  And  by  the  appear- 
ance and  material  of  the  Record,  those  two 
are  sufficient. 

Certainly  the  times  are  getting  better; 
even  the  river  lumbermen  find  business  on 
the  boom. 

Tramp  (in  locksmith’s)  — Are  you  good  at 
making  keys  ? 

Locksmith  — Yes. 

T. — All  kinds  and  varieties  ? 

L — Sure.  What  do  you  want  ? 

T. — Make  me  up  a whis-key. 

On  Thanksgiving  day  did  you  notice  how 
many  graduates  were  at  the  E.  H.  S.  game? 
I hope  ’96  and  the  classes  in  the  future  will 
do  even  better.  The  best  cheering  we  did 
was  when  f‘Doc”  Morris,  ’95,  stepped  out 
and  stirred  up  some  enthusiasm. 

F.  J.  Kneeland  has  been  kept  from  school 
since  September  by  serious  illness.  We  hope 
to  see  him  with  us  after  vacation. 


J.  W.  Spring,  ’94,  was  in  to  see  the  battalion 
drill  a few  days  ago. 

Critcherson,  ex-’95,  is  attending  Boston 
Dental  College  near  by,  and  we  often  see  him 
in  the  corridors  of  B.  L.  S. 


We  take  pleasure  in  acknowledging  the 
following  exchanges : G.  II.  S.  Distaff;  G.  L. 
S.  Jabberwock ; K.  II.  S.  Record;  D.  If.  S.  Item; 
R.  L.  S.  Tripod;  The  Breeze;  The  Dartmouth : 
Tiger;  Cniversity  Review , ( Lawrence , Kan.); 
Hillhouse  Crescent;  If  S.  Gazette , Lynn; 
Normal  Offering ; Tufts  Weekly;  Lawrence 
II.  S.  Bulletin;  The  Purple;  The  Mercury. 


PETER  PRIM’S  OPINIONS. 

The  character-student  finds  his  most  diffi- 
cult problem  to  be  the  study  of  his  own  char- 
acter. 

He  who  looks  for  the  thorns  will  find  twice 
as  many  as  he  who  seeks  only  the  roses. 

Faults  are  like  names : we  often  speak 
others’,  but  rarely  our  own. 

A sick  man  gets  but  little  comfort  from 
being  told  that  he  might  be  worse  than  he  is. 

Avoid  him  who  calls  every  fair  day  a 
“ weather-breeder.” 

The  pessimist  finds  as  much  unhappiness 
in  pleasure  as  he  does  pleasure  in  unhappi- 
ness. h.  s.  b.,  ’98. 


“ Anna  virum  que  cano." 


On  Wednesday  evening,  November  27,  the 
officers  of  the  Roxbury  High  School  gave  a 
dancing  party  in  the  hall  of  their  new  school 
building.  The  hall  was  tastefully  decorated 
with  ferns  and  bunting.  The  floor  was  in 
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prime  condition  for  dancing  and  a very  en- 
joyable evening  was  spent  by  all  present. 
Peter’s  Orchestra  furnished  the  music. 
Among  those  present  were  Major  Miller,  Cap- 
tains, Ordway,  Kelly  and  Davidson,  Bufford 
and  Robinson  ’96,  Lieutenant  Barron  and 
Stillings  ’97. 

Will  all  schools  sending  dance  tickets 
to  the  Latin  School  please  direct  them  to 
Major  C.  C.  Miller,  Chairman  of  the  Dance 
Committee. 

Tickets  have  been  received  for  the  Lynn 
High  School  and  Chelsea  High  School  dances 
to  be  held  December  13,  and  the  English 
High  School  dance,  December  20. 

POEM. 

Gold  with  its  gilded  glittering 

Fans  many  a heart’s  faint  faltering; 

Passion’s  powerful  pulsations 

Have  caused  the  fall  of  mighty  nations  ; 

Love  with  its  lasting  loyalty 

Has  lifted  high  humanity. 

Augustine  Herbert. 

C.  H.  & L.  o— B.  L.  S.  o. 

On  Wednesday,  Nov.  1 1,  our  first  champion- 
ship game  was  played  with  C.  H.  & L.  Both 
elevens  played  a stubborn  game.  The  touch- 
down was  made  late  in  the  second  half,  but 
was  doubtful  and  the  protest  sent  in  was  sus- 
tained. 

The  game  opened  with  a series  of  punts  in 
which  neither  side  had  the  advantage.  Then 
Cambridge  got  the  ball  and  kept  it  nearly  all 
that  half.  Twice  was  the  ball  on  B.  L.  S.  5-yd. 
line;  but  Cambridge  was  held  for  doums,  and 
a punt  carried  the  playing  out  to  the  30-yd. 
line. 

In  the  second  half,  by  steady  rushes  through 
the  left  side  of  our  line,  Cambridge  at  last  put 
the  ball  on  — or  across  — our  line.  No  goal 
was  kicked.  Playing  was  even  until  time  was 
called,  with  the  ball  in  the  centre  of  the  field. 
Twice,  on  a trick  play,  C.  Daly  made  a long 
run,  but  was  brought  back  once. 

Cambridge  owes  its  good  showing  to  Warren, 
Saul,  and  Barker.  Of  the  Latin  School  backs, 


Maguire  and  Daly  put  up  a fine  game.  The 
visitors’  playing  was  rough,  especially  in  the 
last  half. 

Cambridge,  later,  forfeited  the  game,  and  it 
was  counted  as  ours  without  being  played  over. 


HOPKINSON  6,  B.  L.  S.  2. 

On  November  18,  Boston  Latin  outplayed  „ 
Hoppy,  but  lost  the  game.  It  was  a snappy 
contest  all  through,  but  after  Hoppy  scored, 
Latin  School  boys  played  like  fiends,  and 
pushed  the  ball  to  the  line  without  losing  it, 
encouraged  by  support  of  the  finest  kind. 

In  the  first  half  the  ball  was  in  Ilopkin- 
son’s  territory  almost  all  the  time.  Twice 
Latin  got  the  ball  going  steadily  down  the 
field,  but  each  time  Maguire  fumbled  after  a 
good  gain.  Bunts  brought  the  playing  back 
to  the  centre  of  the  gridiron. 

The  second  half  was  a repetition  of  the 
first  irntil  the  last  few  minutes.  Then  0. 
Martin  broke  through  our  right  tackle,  and, 
aided  by  good  interference,  ran  seventy  yards, 
for  a touch-down.  Goal  was  kicked.  That 
seemed  to  put  new  life  iuto  our  men  Time 
was  almost  up,  but  they  set  fiercely  to  work, 
and  by  successive  rushes  directed  at  all 
points,  quickly  had  the  ball  on  Hoppy’s  one 
yard  line.  Teevens  took  the  ball,  smashing 
through  the  line,  and  carried  it  across.  The 
referee,  though,  claimed  that  Hallowell 
snatched  the  ball  and  was  pushed  across, 
thus  scoring  a safety.  Maguire  kicked  a 
goal,  and  sent  a protest  in,  which  was  not  al- 
lowed, and  the  score  stands  6 to  2. 

The  only  places  through  which  Hoppy 
could  gain  at  all  were  the  tackles.  Latin’s 
offence  was  directed  everywhere,  Teevens, 
especially,  gaining  every  time.  Rob.  Mac- 
Lachlan  played  a star  game  at  end. 

The  referee  favored  Hopkinson  in  every 
decision  ; he  gained  more  ground  than  any  of 
the  backs  and  won  them  the  game. 

Touch-down,  Martin.  Goal,  Hallowell. 
Bafety,  Hallowell.  Umpires,  Jones  and 
Dean.  Referee,  White.  Linesmen,  Mans- 
field and  Rollins.  Time  25  min.  halves. 
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Three  hundred  people  braved  the  cold  on 
November  23,  to  see  Boston  Latin’s  victory, 
all  the  sweeter  because  unexpected  — over 
Brookline  High.  It  was  a fast  game  from 
start  to  finish,  and  the  Latin  team  showed 
wonderful  improvement. 

The  playing  at  first  was  even  until  Boston 
began  the  rushing  that  resulted  in  pushing 
Teevens  across  the  line.  Maguire  kicked  the 
goal. 

In  the  second  half  Brookline  started  out 
with  a dash  and  quickly  carried  the  ball  to 
our  20-yard  line  ; but  there  a stand  was  made 
and  the  ball  was  gained  by  downs.  Maguire, 
by  a magnificent  punt,  sent  the  ball  into 
Brookline’s  territory.  After  that  our  goal 
was  never  in  danger,  and  time  was  called 
with  the  ball  on  Brookline’s  30-yard  line. 

Cook  and  Hutchins  put  up  a good  game. 
All  of  our  backs'played  finely,  while  the  for- 
wards opened  up  holes  and  held  well  on  the 
defence. 

Touch-down,  Teevens.  Goal,  Maguire. 
Umpire,  F.  L.  Ward.  Referee,  I.  S.  Clark. 
Linesman,  Webb.  Time,  10  and  15  minute 
halves. 

E.  H.  S.  4 — B L.  S.  o. 

The  Thanksgiving  Day  game  was  a fine 
exhibition  of  football,  and  a hard-fought  bat- 
tle from  beginning  to  end.  The  Purple  and 
White  and  the  Blue  and  Blue  were  very 
much  in  sight  and  made  themselves  heard  by 
their  songs  and  yells.  The  weather  was 
ideal,  and  three  thousand  people  went  away 
well  satisfied  with  the  exhibition. 

This  is  how  we  lost  the  game.  English 
High  kicked  off.  Maguire  returned  it,  and 
the  hard  playing  began.  Gradually  High 
School  worked  the  ball  down  nearer  and 
nearer  the  goal  until  it  was  on  the  three-yard 
line.  Latin  had  opposed  the  advance  with 
all  their  might,  but  could  not  check  it.  It 
was  third  down,  on  the  three-yard  line,  and 
they  braced  themselves  to  stop  the  rushing. 
Ellsworth  bucked  the  line  at  tackle;  he  could 
not  get  through,  and  the  pile  swayed  and 
fell  toward  our  goal,  Ellsworth  just  wriggling 


out  in  time  to  get  across  the  line  before 
referee  declared  down.  The  goal  was  hard, 
and  Whittemore  failed. 

After  the  kick-off,  punts  were  made  by 
both  sides  every  minute  or  two.  The  playing 
was  in  E.  H.  S.’s  territory,  though  their  goal 
was  not  in  danger. 

In  the  second  half,  High  School  carried 
the  ball  up  past  the  centre  of  the  field,  and 
Eaton,  breaking  through  centre,  made  a 
touchdown.  He  was  brought  back  and  the 
ball  given  to  Latin  School.  Charlie  Daly,  on 
a criss-cross,  carried  the  ball  to  E.  H.  S.  15- 
yard  line.  We  forced  High  back  to  the  five- 
yard  line,  but  could  go  no  further.  They  got 
the  ball  in  downs.  Callahan’s  men  took  it  15 
yards  out,  and  then  lost  it  for  holding. 
Again  we  worked  down,  but  on  the  seven-yard 
line  High  School  became  a stone  wall,  and 
impassable. 

After  that  our  men  became  discouraged  and 
played  only  to  prevent  the  score  from  growing. 

Both  teams  played  college  football;  every 
player  played  a star  game,  but  they  worked 
together  so  well  that  individual  plays  could 
not  be  picked  out.  High  School’s  weight, 
which  played  so  important  a part  in  the 
game,  would  have  been  almost,  if  not  quite, 
offset  by  our  superior  quickness,  had  the 
ground  been  dry  and  hard.  While  the  out- 
come proved  E.  H.  S.  the  best  team  in  the 
league,  it  showed  that  we  were  a very  close 
second. 


e.  h.  s. 
Murphy,  1.  e. 
Purtell,  1.  t. 
Eaton,  1.  g. 
Callahan,  c. 
O’Brien,  r.  g. 
Higgins,  r.  t. 
Manahan,  r.  e. 
Sherlock,  q.  b. 


a.  l.  s. 

r.  e.,  Murphy,  T.  MacLachlau 
r.  t.,  Dean 
r.  g.,  Nagle,  Mallett 
c.,  Brayton 
1.  g.,  Lowe 
1.  t.,  Rankin 
1.  e.,  R.  MacLachlau 
q.  b.,  C.  Daly 


TTTi  *j  r iii  1 i ( 1 . MacLachlan 

Whittemore,  1.  li.  b.  r.  h.  b.  -j 

Ashley,  r.  h,  b.  1.  h.  b.,  Maguire 

Ellsworth,  f.  b.  f.  b.,  Teevens 

Umpire,  Hale.  Referee,  Sanborn.  Lines- 
men, Edwards  and  Meader.  Time,  30  minute 
halves.  Attendance,  3500. 
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The 

Young  Men’s 

RAW  EDGE 
LAP  SEAM 
OVERCOATS 


London  Brown 
Black,  Blue 
and  Oxfords 

$20,  $25 


Lap  Seams , raw  edges , generous 
sizes,  wide  velvet  or  cloth  collars, 
large  sleeves,  finely  finished  in- 
teriors,with  fine  worsted  or  double 
warp  lasting  linings. 


A.SHUMAN 
& CO. 

SHUMAN  CORNER, 

Washington  and  Slimmer  Streets, 
BOSTON. 


HOUGHTON,  MIFFLIN  & CO.’S 

HOLIDAY  BOOKS. 

Standish  of  Standish 

A beautiful  Holiday  Edition  of  tnis  popular  his- 
toric novel  by  Mrs.  Jane  G.  Austin,  author  of 
“ A Nameless  Nobleman  ” etc.  With  20  exquisite 
full-page  photogravure ; illustrations  by  Fkank  T. 
Merrill.  2 vols.,  12  mo.,  tastefully  bound,  $5.00. 
A Victorian  Anthology 
Selections  illustrating  the  Editor’s  critical  review 
of  British  poetry  in  the  reign  of  Victoria  [“  Victo- 
rian Poets].”  Selected  and  edited  by  E.  C.  Stel>- 
man.  With  brief  biographies  of  the  authors 
quoted,  a fine  frontispiece  portrait  of  Queen  Vic- 
toria, and  a vignette  of  the  Poet’s  Corner  in  West- 
minster Abbey.  Large  crown,  8vo,  bound  in 
attractive  library  style,  $2.50;  full  gilt,  $3.00;  half 
calf,  $4.50;  full  levant,  $6.00. 

Last  Poems  of  Janies  Russell  Lowell 
Edited  by  Professor  Norton.  With  a fine  new 
portrait  and  rubricated  title  and  initials.  Printed 
in  artistic  style,  and  exquisitely  bound  in  polished 
buckram.  12  mo,  $1.25. 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 
Complete  Poetical  Works.  Cambridge  Edition. 
Uniform  with  the  Cambridge  Editions  of  Long- 
fellow and  Whittier.  With  Biographical 
Sketch,  Notes,  Indexes,  a Steel  Portrait,  and  en- 
graved title.  Crown  8vo,  gilt  top,  $2.00;  half  calf, 
gilt  top,  $3.50;  tree  calf  or  full  levant,  $5.50. 

Later  Lyrics 

Selected  from  the  four  latest  volumes  of  poetry  by 
Thomas  Bailey  Aldrich,  18mo,  vellum  or 
cloth,  $1.00. 

Mr.  Rabbit  at  Home 

A Sequel  to  “ Little  Mr.  Thimblefinger  and  his 
Queer  Country.”  By  Joel  Chandler  Harris. 
With  25  capital  illustrations  by  Oliver  Her- 
ford.  Square  8vo,  bound  in  very  attractive  style, 
$2.00. 

The  Courtship  of  Miles  Standish 

A beautiful  Popular  Holiday  Edition  of  Long- 
fellow’s famous  Pilgrim  poem,  with  many 
illustrations  by  George  H.  Bougiiton,  F.  T. 
Merrill,  and  others.  Crown  8vo,  $1.50. 

The  Whittier  Year  Book 
Passages  from  the  Verse  and  Prose  of  John 
Greenleaf  Whittier.  Carefully  printed  and 
tastefully  bound,  with  a fine  new  portrait  of  Whit- 
tier. 16  mo,  $1.00. 

The  Madonna  of  the  Tubs 
New  Popular  Edition  of  one  of  Miss  Piielp’s 
most  striking  and  touching  stories.  With  illus- 
trations. Uniform  with  Mrs.  Wiggin’s  “The 
Birds’  Christmas  Carol.”  75  cents. 

A Century  of  Charades 
By  William  Bellamy.  A hundred  original 
charades,  ingenious  in  conception  and  worked 
out  with  remarkable  skill.  Sixth  thousand.  18mo, 
$1.00. 

“The  cleverest  work  of  its  kind  kncfwn  to  English  litera- 
ture.M — Henry  A.  Clapp,  in  JJoston  Advertiser. 

The  Nimble  Dollar,  with  Other  Stories 

By  Charles  Miner  Thompson.  With  a frontis- 
piece illustration,  lfimo,  $1.00. 

“These  stories  appeal  to  the  average  reader  by  their  obvious 
ingenuity  and  briskness;  and  they  please  the  rellective  by 
tlieir  clever  management,  their  happy  touches  of  observation 
and  reflection,  and  their  charming  manner.” — Jloston  Times. 

Sold  by  Booksellers.  Sent,  postpaid,  by 

HOUGHTON,  MIFFLIN  & GO., 


Boston. 


68 


LATIN  SCHOOL  REGISTER. 


NOYES 

L 


BROTHERS 

CHS  BLANKET  WRAP 


Boys’  Shirts 

For  ages  to  to  16  years 
Sizes,  12,  i2}4,  13,  13)4. 
and  upwards, 

In  our  best  make. 


Dress  Shirts,  Family  Work, 
Collars  and  Cuffs. 


For  the  Sick-Room,  for  the  Nursery, 

For  the  Bath,  for  Steamer  Travelling, 

For  Railway  Carriage,  and  for  Yachting 

VOK  1T1 EIV , WOMEN,  CHILDREN,  AND  THE  BABY. 

to  #35, 

with  Hood  and  Girdle  complete.  For  Railway-Car  or  Steamer 
Travelling  they  are  a positive  LUXURY  and  COMFORT. 

Samples  arid  full  instructions  sent  on  application. 

NOYES  BROS.,  426  Washington  St.,  Boston,  Mass.,  U.  S,A. 

For  Dress  Occasions.  SPECIAL  LAUNDRIES 

For  School  Wear.  „ 

F or 

Prices,  $1.00  and  $1.25 

Boys’  Long  Full  Night  Shirts. 

Price,  $1.00 

AGENTS  FOR  THE  CELEBRATED  HUMBER  CYCLES. 

They  are  the  standard  of  supreme  excellence  in  all  parts  of  the  civilized  world.  Send  for  Catalogue. 

NOYES  BROTHERS, 

YYashington  and  S Dimmer  Sts.,  Boston,  Mass.,  XT.  S.  A.. 

TKe  union  Gymnasium, 

48  BOYLSTON  ST.,  (near  Tremont.) 

Spacious,  Centrally  Located,  well  Lighted  and  Ventilated,  Large  Dressing-Rooms 
with  over  1,200  Lockers. 

COMPLETE  COODERN  APPARATUS.  * * 

Marble  and  Concrete  Bath-Rooms,  with  Model  Bathing  Appliances. 

Terms,  $5  and  $8  per  Year,  * -F 

According  to  Hours  of  Exercise. 

Competent  Instructors  in  Attendance  Day  and  Evening. 

No  Extra  Charge  for  instruction.  Send  for  Circulars. 

BOSTON  YOUNG  MEN’S  CHRISTIAN  UNION. 

WILLIAM  H.  BALDWIN,  Pres.  GEORGE  PEIRCE,  Sec’y. 

DRILL  JACKETS,  $2.00.  Officers’  Caps  and  Monograms. 

DRILL  TROUSERS,  $3.50.  w Privates’ Caps,  50c.  to  $1.25.  Colors  warranted.  Gold  or  Silver  Embroiderde 
(36.  X.  5.)  Letters.  a5c.  Wreaths,  75c.  All  work  guaranteed  CORRECT  WEST  POINT  CHEVRONS. 

first  quality.  Sergeants*  Stripes,  Caps.  Cords,  Etc.  JOHN  R.  FARRELL, 


Officers9  Uniforms  to  Measure  Only . 


Headquarters  for  New  B.  S.  C.  Button. 


765  WASHINGTON  ST.,  near  Hollis  St. 


Q^p>7T.  "NT  E'V  EIST ITST  C3-S  UNTIL  7 O’CLOCK. 


